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A Different Realm 


It started with lazy hand-holding when they weren't even supposed to. 


Nick was hunched over with a pen in his hand, concentrating as though he were scribbling something especially 
sinister into one of his notebooks. Rowland leaned in to take a peek. 


Nick's head snapped around to look at Rowland. He had sensed something move in the corner of his eye, and he 


whipped a glance in his general direction. 

"Oh," Nick said. 

Rowland laughed. A low chuckle rose up from his throat, a sound that was full of worried enthusiasm. 
"What?" Nick asked. 

"Nothing," Rowland said. "Just the look on your face." 


Nick sat down next to him, his own eyes wandering from the worn-out page to the impish face of one of his 


coworkers. 


Rowland settled for letting Nick meet his eyes for a moment, then reaching out and holding Nick's hand as his 
eyes returned to the page. Nick's nose wrinkled, and he tilted his head in what appeared to be amusement. 
Rowland watched him intently as he breathed in, making sure to keep a comfortable grip on Nick's hand. His 
attention focused on how small his hand seemed over Nick's. He had done it at first to bait Nick, but he 
noticed how soft Nick's features were when Nick looked back at him. It took off the edge. 


Nick and Rowland looked into each other's eyes. It was awkward, but at the same time oddly familiar. Nick 
cleared his throat, and Rowland felt his own tongue curl against his lips as he finally got Nick's attention 
Nick leaned back, his head hung low, and tucked his long hair behind his ear. 


Rowland watched him, cocking his head. He saw Nick's face change; his breathing became quick and ragged, his 


eyes became a little wide. His heart grew fluttery; he felt a little lost in his own thoughts. 


Rowland released a nervous breath - Nick was looking almost exquisite, having the lovelorn expression of 
someone whose mind is halfway somewhere else, in the mindscape he was working away at writing himself into. 
It had to be a compelling, dramatic one, for sure. Whatever it was, Rowland thought he had felt it even though 


he couldn't see it. 


A gentle and almost clumsy grin pulled at Rowland's lips, though he wasn't sure why that particular smile was 


on his lips, and almost certainly not because Nick was staring at him so closely. 


"Aw, fuck." Nick said with a groan, rolling his head back and feeling his body start to shudder with each 
inaudible breath he took, the way his shoulders rose with each inhalation, his breathing quickening. He crossed 


out a couple of lines and began scratching away again, seeing new words form on top of the old ones. 


Rowland was still waiting for more tactile feedback from Nick - annoyance or dismissal or withdrawal - but 
Nick did neither. Not only did he accept Rowland's supposed intrusion, but he began to chat to Rowland in an 
excited manner, not about what he'd actually written down but the concept around it and leftover fragments 
of ideas that didn't quite make it into the more structured lyrics. The more Nick went on, the more exuberant 


and intense his monologuing got. 


Rowland thought he saw a teasing glint in Nick's eye, and then the two of them were smiling at each other. 
There was something about Nick's apparent attraction to the wordplay and the drama of the text that had 
Rowland feeling a not-entirely-unpleasant chill run through him. 

Nick lifted his eyes from his notes and doodles, meeting Rowland's gaze and gave the topic a bit of thought. "I 
can't really describe to you what it's about," he explained, "The truth is I'm waiting for something." 


It's like wandering through your dreams while everyone else around you is awake - Rowland said to himself of 
the writing Nick - you have nothing but your words to invite others into this strange and unfamiliar land and 


guide them around it. 


Nick had always wanted a place to be himself, and as a young adult, he'd gone out of his way to make sure he 
had one. He finally found it in poetry and painting, choosing the former over the latter after he failed his art 
school exams spectacularly. He began to paint a picture with words and started searching for like-minded 


people to get involved with and share his dreams. 


Over the years, Rowland came to notice and appreciate Nick's passion for the music he loved, its more 
intricate textures and the demands of its carefully crafted lyrics. Rowland would put considerable time and 
effort to finding soundscapes that he would want to be immersed in, and that Nick would want to convey 
through his songs. Those immense layers and textures laid down by Rowland's guitar-playing not only stood at 
the basis of their recording, but helped forge the band's identity as a whole since he'd joined it. 


With this change came a change in Nick's voice, something he could use easily to lend power to his lyrics 
where he might've lacked conviction. Though Nick could never fully express his craft to anyone who he had 
trusted his writing to, he loved writing. Once he got invested in his work, he was able to take risks and create 
memorable characters. It was a chance to stretch himself and explore different sides of himself. The 
archetypes and locations he drew were always doing more to keep people in his court, to play on people's 


imagination. 


In a way, Nick could be quite a gifted manipulator. But his communications with other souls were largely veiled, 
reserved, and rather oblique. He kept everyone at arm's length, if Nick tells his story, it might not necessarily 
move his audience towards any sort of new direction. 

Rather than trying to influence, he tried to make the experience uncomfortable for them. Nick wanted to instil 
in his audience a sense of unease, and then played with that discomfort by telling them that it was something 
they could escape from. He wanted to get rid of all judgment about what they were experiencing -- and that 
was part of the appeal. He might not be able to actually change your life, but he had a way of psychologically 
conditioning his audience to think about his words. 

His stories had always been about the nature of desire. These are always the kind of stories that you can't 
help but tell, and the ones that never get old. It was this intense desire and passion that propelled his work in 
every sense of the word. If he simply tells his story, nothing else matters. So, in his interviews he could 
always sound slightly mean or rude, but if he did it one hundred percent sincerely, it was a perfectly valid 
characteristic of himself. That was his plan. 


Nick was grateful for Rowland being there to talk to. It reminded him of his many conversations in school and 
with those in the family. Still, it wasn't even like being a student - he knew that he could write about 
everything. 


Since Nick started singing about the dark parts of his self, utilizing phrases and endings that seerned awkward 
to begin with - like a lover confessing his unfaithful and dangerous love for another - his inquisitive mind 
grew. He could write about different parts of his life like love, sexuality and how dangerous he felt when he 
started to go out with girls at school, or worrying about his father before he died in the vehicle accident iced 
over his childhood memories and how he used to have nightmares, which woke him up to a world of monsters, 
possessed people and demonic looking creatures. Throughout his lyrics, Nick's emotions were buried under a 


wide range of identities, which are also shown through his vivid vision of "scenes" from his "other life". 


Vernacular began to disappear, supplanted by new sounds, songwriting, and power chord riffs and choruses. 
Vernacular had begun to shrivel and die, and Nick started to see a new character in himself. 


Nick allowed that he'd hated it at first. But as soon as he was having a heart-to-heart with Rowland, it was 
quite the opposite. Even in the dead of the night, when they were pretending to be busy at a local restaurant, 
Nick got a heavy feeling deep in the pit of his stomach when he heard Rowland's whispering. A warm feeling 
that felt like it was coursing through his body. He couldn't help it. He felt turned on by it. And Rowland had 
that sort of voice, that deep, warming tone, that added to it. It was comforting. No longer did Nick feel alone. 


Nick had no wish to know about the world outside himself, but the way he felt about his friend, the way he 
felt for Rowland, it was impossible to deny. They became close friends, sharing books, intellectual conversations, 


and more as they'd spent time together, always kind to each other and offering support. 


Rowland began to feel privy to something he couldn't quite define, but he saw a more confidential side of Nick, 
that was not entirely seperate from his fiction, he was simply becoming more aware of the living, breathing 
consciousness that brought it to light. 


Here was Nick telling others what he was thinking. Here was Nick telling Rowland what he thought. It was to 
Nick that Rowland was like a mirror, taking to Nick and him being like him. This was a very powerful synergy 
that grew more and more with time, but it was not something Nick focused on being part of. This was very 
much how Nick drew his inspiration Sometimes, as he looked out his window at the lake, he used to think he 
heard that little voice saying what he always thought of as his own private, unspoken message. But, in truth, it 
was Rowland speaking all that's necessary to give him confidence in himself. And now he had the advantage of 
knowing a little bit about his own subconscious, but all he could do was add water to it until it would rise, as it 


were, to a higher plateau. 


The simple gesture of hand-holding between the two had made way for other forms of casual intimacy 
between the two to occur naturally. Rowland got used to Nick's muscular arm wrapping around him after a gig, 
resting heavy as if to mark ownership, sometimes with the occasional jovial brushing of lips against his cheek; 
But Rowland didn't buy into whatever hierarchical order Nick had imagined, he turned it on its head instead, 
standing next to Nick proudly and grinning smugly as if to say ‘he is mine’, rather than allowing himself to be 
caught trapped in the other man's grip. Almost always was Nick willing to accept such a mixture of comfort 
and a reaffirmation of his actual connection to him. 


And still Nick wasn't feeling.. relaxed. He felt his excitement stir at the prospect of getting to know each other 
better, but, still, he wasn't there yet. The weight of reality threatened to carry him to the next realization. All 
the while, the handsome young man rested on Nick's right side, rolling his neck and sighing into his partner's 


shirt. It was the little things, the tiny ways that Rowland could make Nick feel better. 


Only on the occasion of them falling asleep wasted together did Rowland allow himself to be cradled by Nick, 
who was hardly all there himself to pay too much attention, or so Rowland would believe if it didn't appear 
sometimes as if the hugging lasts for ‘too’ long. Before he knew it, he would wake up and shivering as Nick 
snored just a kiss away from him. He enjoyed the warmth of the other man's body and watching his chest rise 


and fall every time Rowland's eyelids fluttered to catch a glimpse of sleeping Nick, but those moments were a 
rare treat, and he relished each one of those. A simple pleasure they wouldn't speak of in the daylight, a 


secret kept between them in living memory whenever they saw each other the next day. 


On stage Rowland would walk up to Nick and initiate kisses with Nick happily being on the receiving end, and the 
joy in claiming him publicly so was not something Rowland took for granted but rather took pride in Moreover, 
he put into his mind that doing so in front of the bullish Birthday Party crowd will have made them more 
scared of the band and himself especially, rather than make him or Nick the target of abuse. Either that or 
the crowd were too drunk and busy fighting to pay attention to the stage, it didn't matter as long as they 


could be demonstrative and get away with it. 


He started noticing a shyness in Nick's interactions when they were away from the public eye, which was very 
unlike Nick's first show of interest in him, years ago at a club, where he dragged him and pinned him over the 
wall and screamed at him. Rowland had loved Nick's arms and legs pressed forcefully against his own, but it 
was, surely, a guilty pleasure for Rowland to enjoy since Nick didn't take it further. Perhaps he couldn't, not 
knowing where to channel the tension he'd felt around Rowland - who looked so confident and brash even as he 
had never tried to draw so much attention to himself as Nick did. 


Nick had repeated the process again the next time he met Rowland, causing Rowland to ponder if Nick had been 


showing a preference, instead of rough-handling him out of feeling ill at ease. 


He almost forgot about it until he'd become more involved with Nick through seemingly-accidental gestures 
that relied, in fact, on intent from both sides of their entanglement. 


The grinding of Nick's hips under Rowland's thighs has become more subtle than how the once-robust Nick 
would approach his contender - or subject of lust. 

Rowland had just broken one more of the unwritten personal-space rules, stretching out his legs over Nick's 
lap while Nick was reading the opening paragraph of Samuel Beckett's Watt - the one about Mr. Hackett 
thinking about things that pleased him as his, and knowing they weren't his because they pleased him. Nick felt 
something between his legs tingle at the idea. 

Rowland knew that Nick had already read the book in its entirety a long time ago, and was looking over the 
words again to savour them. Nick's hips rolled upward as if of their own accord while his erection pressed up 
at the point where Rowland's thighs met, and Nick licked his own lips, trying to pull his focus back into reading, 
not before his eyes caught the hungry expression on Rowland's face. 


"You're insufferable," Rowland breathed out the words over Nick's neck, letting them vibrate onto his skin. 


"Say it again," Nick said. 


Rowland sighed, feeling out of his depth, not being able to tell if Nick was daring him, or if his words really 
needed repeating. Then Rowland considered the fact his 's' sounds were a little more pronounced, which Rowland 
swore was no big deal and you could barely hear it, but Nick had sworn he liked them. Rowland never knew if 


Nick was taking the piss about it. 


"Oh, for fuck's sake," Rowland hissed, which only caused Nick to shove the book aside and move Rowland into a 
straddling position over him, digging his fingernails into the back of Rowland's neck and thrusting upwards 
towards Row- land, his dick making contact with Rowland's own through layers of fabric. Nick kept grinding, 
slowly, not wanting to hurt Rowland much and to let him know that he was just enjoying the contact, keeping 
his pace steady and fairly quiet. 


Nick slid his own shirt completely off his shoulders and began doing the same for Rowland, eyeing Rowland's 
small nipples before he began massaging them and noticing them perk under his touch. 


Next, he maneuvered their bodies so that they were repositioned on the sofa, Nick lying on top of Rowland and 
kissing his pretty, soft-looking chest. 


"Ughhh," Rowland grunted. Nick was still thrusting against Rowland; Rowland could feel Nick's breath on his skin, 
there were traces of heat spreading out through his body from Nick's. Rowland groaned in frustration and 


pulled a tuft of Nick's whimsically-styled hair back lightly. 


"God, Nick- " Rowland thought, as his cock jerked and his balls began to ache with need. He sighed again, feeling 
that his legs were turning to jelly, that there was no going back now. A brief, desperate fight ensued as they 
both thrusted, unable to stay still. 


Nick growled as they kept making contact, his eyes peering into Rowland's with some sort of plea After a few 
minutes Nick had again gotten used to the rhythm of their grinding, and he couldn't help but smile at the 
arousal in his friend's eyes. In front of him now, Rowland was in a state of semi-exaltation His body stiffened, 


and it almost took him aback that his mouth didn't make any noise. 


Nick pressed harder, and this time Rowland moaned. 

Rowland was harder now. He could feel his cock poking at the denim. His mouth filling up with Nick's tongue. 
Nick was teasing his already hard cock, staring deep into his eyes mischieviously after breaking the kiss. 
Finally Rowland stopped. He needed to catch his breath. He propped himself up and pressed his mouth on Nick's 
again. Rowland took his time, kissing deeply, driving his tongue deep into Nick's mouth. 


Nick kissed him back, allowing Rowland to take control. He couldn't resist working his own tongue into Rowland's 
mouth. His tongue licked over Rowland's and his hand was caressing the back of Rowland's neck. Rowland ran his 
hand through Nick's hair. They stayed inside that kiss for a moment and felt their faces flush and their 
breath hitch. 


But Nick did not want to make the kiss feel too long, so he rolled over and pulled Rowland down on top of him 
and held onto him, as well as running his hands all over his body, stroking his thighs, his tummy, his 
bellybutton, down his legs and his ass. 


"So um," Nick shook his head a moment before he took in the situation once again. "I guess | would like to help 


you ... | mean l.. Can I?.." 


"Please," Rowland said, his voice soft enough to be comforting. 


He undid Rowlands jeans and helped him out of them and pulled down on his underpants, staring at his erection 
He moved Rowland to lie down on his back and put his own head between Rowland's legs and clasped his hand 


around Rowland's cock. 
Then Nick began to lick the tip. Nick could not believe he was actually going for it, he almost pulled away. 
|." Nick stuttered. 


"You'd better start," Rowland said, more firmly. That was all it took for Nick to make the decision 


Nick began licking more vigorously, flicking his tongue over the underside of the shaft. He began to rub his 
tongue along the underside. He licked around the shaft and then out the entire length of the pole, down to the 


base. 
Rowland started squirming and his hips jerked in time to the motion of Nick's tongue. 


Nick did not stop there. He began to finger-fuck Rowland's bare, tight ass, steadily building up speed and 
pressure. His urges were growing, and the thought of Rowland being penetrated even more intensely was 
making his cock swell and his pleasure rush up the nerve ending at the tip of his dick. His cock pulsed in 
response, building to an extraordinary, heart-wrenching pre-cum release. 


On each of the successive thrusts, Rowland began to cry out and squirm, and Nick knew in that instant that 
he had given his best friend exactly what he wanted and deserved. 


"Are you feeling that?" Nick asked as he began to finger-fuck Rowland again, now aching to release all of his 
pent up energy. "Did you like that?" 


Rowland was biting his bottom lip in anticipation. He was enjoying every minute of it, though. He was dripping 
with sweat, trying to control himself. 


Finally, Nick was about to take Rowland's full length in his mouth. 
"Yeah.." Rowland replied as he began to thrust his cock into Nick's mouth. 


Nick loved the feeling of it, the tightness and pressure building in his throat with each of one of Rowland's 
thrusts, the touch of pain as Rowland's erection kept 


hitting into him over and over. It was enough to make him release his load. Rowland followed soon, shooting 


inside Nick's hot mouth. 


Afterwards, Nick looked at Rowland thinking how he had never seen anyone like him before, he was so beautiful. 


He realized a long time ago that he'd saved his most important relationships for his friends, even when it 


seemed they wouldn't ever acknowledge it. His thoughts wandered to what people might say about him now 


that he was in bed with someone he never had the pleasure to ask out. 


He whispered, "Dear boy, I've been waiting for years to kiss you, and | wanted to show you how well | would 


treat you.. But | have to confess | didn't think you would.. Or | wouldn't have done it.. Or maybe.. Maybe..." 
Rowland laughed at this. Roughly a minute passed before Rowland could find the strength to speak and told him 
with a small laugh, "Nick. You are such a fool, | knew that. And I'm only two years younger than you, y'cunt." 
He chuckled. 


Nick squeezed his eyes shut and then he slowly opened them and stared at his friend and the person he was 
the most content with at that moment. He was oddly comfortable in his feelings. 


Then they both snuggled into each other's arms, clinging to each other to keep warm. 


"| like this." Rowland said with a smile. "Isn't it fun?" he whispered, letting out a little laugh, which prompted a 
small, happy wave of laughter from Nick. 


"And you're mine," Rowland said, lowering the corner of his lips to Nick's cheek. His focus narrowed. "You stay 


there, huh?" 


"Oh, yeah," Nick said. "It's one of my favourite things, slipping into a different realm when | need a break." He 


yawned, pressing his cheek over Rowland'd skin 


